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WAZEMMES THE APPRENTICE
I
N the rue Montmartre, in front of the shop of the painters, the same group was still standing. The people in it had changed, one by one ; but the group itself had not changed. In addition to its dimensions and its form, it had preserved also its turn of mind, which was complex, but in which a few main feelings were dominant : an admiration for virtuosity, a taste for seeing something happening, an itch to solve riddles.
It knew more. Revelations had been made to it, little by little.
Under the first two lines :
BUSINESS MAKES ME  SICK HAD ENOUGH
It could now read, written in charcoal :
SELLING OFF ALL MY STOCK
The " I " was already painted black.
It was also to be observed that this third line, which was of unexpected length, corresponded with a re-entrance of the design on the left-hand side. " I'm selling " tucked itself in under the arm of the man in the sketch, as though to give him a dig in the side.
The inscription on imitation marble was gilded as far as the " D " ; but its meaning was no clearer than before. The young lorry-driver who took the "Accredited" for a variety of mental defectives had been replaced by a young
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